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a Th& Thirty-Thirty 

Carbine 



THE COWBOYS FAVORITE 
SADDLE RIFLE 

Sapple guns, rifles carried in 
scabbards and tied to the cowboy*; 
sapple, went through a ions- cycle 
of improvement until winchester 
brought out the (viopel 1894 carbine. 
this 6uw was exactly suited to the 
cowboys requirements. it was -ft 
short, compact rifle and carried 
easily in a sapple-boot the barrel 
was only twenty inches long and 
it was chambered for the famous 
.3o-30 cartridge, many thousands 
of these rifles were sold and are 
still giving excellentservice.it 
is claimed that thi3 ©un accounted 
for more 0ig game than any rifle 
ever invented. 



The GUNS BELOW ARE 
THE FORE RUMMERS OF 
THE.30-30 CARBINE ^ 



VThis MODEL 1894 was also chambered 

FOR THE .32 WINCHESTER SPECIAL AND THE .25-35, 
3UTTHE .30-30 WAS THE POPULAR CALIBER. RECENTLY, 
THE 30-30 CARTRIDGE HAS SEEN IMPROVED TO THE POINT 
WHERE IT COMPARES FAVORABLY WITH /V\QR£ MODERN GUNS. 
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THE HENRY RIFLE WAS 
ONE OF THE FIRST LEVERr 
ACTION REPEATERS. 



>.HENRY REPEATING RIFLE — this r.iflel 
WAS USED BY MOST OF THE BUFFALO HUNTERS 
WHO KILLED OFF THE VAST HERDS OF BUFFALO 
THAT ONCE ROAMEP THE WESTERN PLAINS. 
rrWAS A LONG-BARRELED. HEAVY GUN.BUT 
WAS EXTREMELY ACCURATE AND EFFECTIVE. 



THE LONE 



CHANGES OF ADDRESS should r. 




SAY, PRINT, yOU WORK FOR THE 
TELEGRAPH COMPANY. TELL /ME HOWi 
TELEGRAPH WORKS.) 



IT'S A LONG STORY JEFF. BUT I PROMISE. 
BEFORE WE GET TO OREGON, I'LL TELL 
YOU ALL ABOUT tT. 




INDIANS !! AND THEY'VE 
PULLED DOWN THE 
TELEGRAPH ! 



QUICK! WARN THE1BUT- 
WAGONS. I'LL USE YOU! 
MY PORTABLE KEY THETU 
TOGETAME5SAGE KILL 
THROUGH ! , -A YOU' 



HURRY, SHEILA! WARN THE 
WAGON TRAIN ! I'LL TRY TO 
GET A MESSAGE THROUGH 
TO THE, 




CIRCLE AROUND THEMJONTO! TRY" 
TO HEAD THEM THIS 
|WAVI /!;r _ ,r (UGH 




PUT YOUR WAGONS IN A CLOSED CIRCLE! BREAK OUT 
YOUR GUNS! REDSKINS ARE COMING! 




LOOK- THE WAGON 

TRAIN'S SURROUNPEP. 

WE'RE 

TOO 

LATE! /fe'fMAVBE 




THERE MUST BE A THOUSAND INDIANS 
DOWN THERE. AND LOOK- THEY'VE r-' 
ALREADY 1 FIRED SOME OF THE r^ 
WAGONS! WHAT 



si 



CAN WE VO ? j- 7 



HSSbSB^H I 




TRY TO CKEATE A DIVERSION \ 
USE YOUR GUNS, ANP MAKE EVERY 

-, SHOT COUNT! 
V COME ON, 

i -\^ SILVER! 





FO'ARD AT THE 6AU0P! 
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THE TELEGRAPH MESSAGE 
GOT THROUGH, TONTO .THE 
SOLDIERS ARRIVED 
JUST IN TIME' 






THE WHITE MEN'S WA60NS 
WILL SHOW UP ANV MINUTE 
NOW, CHIEF. BETTER MO»E 
YOUR BRAVES POWN TO&ARP 
THE 8ENP. 



WE'LL RICE AHEAP ANP WARN 
THE WASON TRAIN IN CASE 
THE MESSAGE PIPN'T GET 
THROUGH TD THE FORT. , 





BITTER CREEK 16 JUST A- 
HEAP. WE'LL MAKE CAMP 
THERE, SHEILA . YOU'LL GET 
A CHANCE TO SEE , 
PRINT. 




WE'RE LESS THAN HALF A 
MILE FROM SITTER CREEK 
I'M GOINS TO ASK PRINT 
TO TELESRAPH TO THE 
FORT ANP INQUIRE ABOUT 
JEFF. 




THEWATfUS 
sheepmen! 
IF YOU'RE 
NOT THE 
6HOST, HE 
HAS TO BE- 




jflfj STOKY YEARS 
ASO SPANISH SOLDIERS 
EXPLORED THIS COUNTRY. 



"ONE WAS NAMED LOPEZ. 
HE BUILT A CASTLE UP 
IN THE CANYON " I 



I DON'T KNOW WHAT THE ANSWER 

IS NOW BUT I'LL BE BACK TO 

FIND OUT COMB ON,SILV£R! 



'THEN ARIZONA BECAME UNITED 
STATES TERRITORY LOPEZ HIRED 
GUN-SLINSERS-TRIEDTO FISHT 
THE ARMY-- n« » », 1 




'THE OLD SPANIARD WAS KILLED HIS ONLY 

SON WAS ARRESTED AND SENT TO JAIL, 

AND THE CASTLE WAS DESERTED. - - - 





"THEN, LAST YEAB, A 6UY 

WEARIN'AmASK RODE 

DOWN HEBE AMD 5TAM- * 

PEDED OUR CATTLE.— "' 
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RIPE TO THE NEAREST U.S. MARSHALS) 
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SACRIFICE 

OF 

LITTLE 
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Sitting his lean, blue-roan horse in 
the shadow of a greot rock, Little Tree, 
the Navajo boy, watched his twenty 
sheep. They were the last that re- 
mained after a hard winter. 

"We can't afford to lose one," he 
confided to Apie, his small, prick-eared 
dog, "Our sheep mean food and clothes 
for our family. My father has soid that 
we must guard them with our lives — " 

He broke off wi th a gasp, as a whirl- 
wind of ponies and yelling riders swept 
around the rock that rose up like a 
giant's castle from the desert. 
APACHES! They cut between Little 
Tree and his flock. He turned Blue Boy 
— too late! 

The Apache leader — a big man on a 
rawboned mount — struck him like a 
thunderbolt. At the impact of the tall 
horse's shoulder, Blue Boy went down. 
Little Tree was flung clear. He landed 
on his back — hard — and skidded. His 
head bumped a stone and lights 
seemed to explode in his brain. Apie, 
barking in wild excitement at the heels 
of the sheep, was the next nuisance the 
Apaches had to deal with. A blunt ar- 
row (why risk a sharp one on a dog?) 
hit him with a solid thud. Pain lanced 
through his small body as he rolled over 
and over in the mud. An Apache laugh 
answered his agonized yelping. 

When Little Tree's senses began to 
return, he felt nothing at first but a 



pounding headache. Then the damp 
caress of a dog's tongue brought him 
back to the world of sorry reality. Apie 
barked with joy. 

The raiders had gone< — and all the 
sheep! Even Blue Boy! Little Tree 
clasped his aching head. His fourteen- 
year-old shoulders shook with dry sobs. 
Apie whined in doggish sympathy. On 
three legs he hopped close to his 
master, sniffing to find the new hurt. 

"We cannot go home, now, Apie," 
the boy groaned. "My father entrusted 
us with his sheep and we have foiled 
him! We cannot return to the hogan 
with nothing but two more mouths to 
feed!" 

Fiercely, Little Tree shook the tears 
from his face, and sprang to his feet. 

"We will go back into the hills!" he 
cried. "Back to the empty cliff-houses 
of the Old People. Perhaps we shall 
find enough pinon nuts to keep. alive, 
or we may become ghosts before green 
grass comes... But we won't be a 
burden to our people!" 

It was a hard decision for any young- 
ster to make — and a sacrificial one. 
But it was better that a boy and a dog 
should starve if need be, than that they 
should eat the food the others needed 
to live. 

Determinedly, Little Tree trudged 
through the wet February snow patches 
and up the muddy slopes, toward the 




hills that divided his people's land from 
the hunting grounds of the Apaches. 
Sometimes Tie climbed rocky ledges on 
all fours. Sometimes Apie, limping on 
three legs, had to be helped up. At last, 
two hours from sunset, they reached 
the Upper Canyon, where the Anasazi, 
the Old People once had their dwell- 
ings. And then it began to rain! 

It was a cold rain that quickly 
soaked through Little Tree's worn 
buckskins. It ended all hopes of look- 
ing for pinon nuts before dark. But the 
great hoi low in the canyon's wall, where 
the cliff-houses were built, would be 
dry shelter. 

Little Tree hurried to the spot where 
shallow holes chiseled long ago in the 
rock gave holds for his hands and feet. 
First he took off his shirt and slung 
small Apie onto his back, like a pa- 
poose. Then he climbed. 

The bare ledge under the cliff's over- 
hang was a weirdly silent place. A car- 
pet of fine dust absorbed every natural 
sound . . . but Little Tree was too chilled 
and wet to be nervous. He began search- 
ing the half ruined, roofless houses for 
sticks of firewood. 

Suddenly Apie, beside him, growled- 



A thin clatter of sounds rose from the 
canyon below. Little Tree looked over 
the top of a roofless wall, and gasped at 
what he sow. It was the Apache raiding 
party with his father's sheep. The rid- 
ers had dismounted, and were building 
a small brush corral. They were .going 
to camp ! 

As the boy watched, his enemies fin- 
ished another corral for their horses.. 
Then they started to climb to the cliff 
dwelling, the way he had come. When. 
they found him and Apie, it would be 
the end of both ! 

The Apoche leader was already an 
the ledge, with a leather, sock in his 
hand, when Little Tree's stone landed 
— KLUNK!— beside him. He yelled 
and jumped. The next building block 
hit glancingly — knocked him down. 
Scrambling to his feet, he ran to the 
edge, yelling that the ghosts of the Old 
People were trying to kill him. Desper- 
ately — as more rocks landed close, he 
scrambled down to the canyon after 
his companions. 

There was a clatter of hoofs — a few 
fading yells, and silence settled once 
more among the canyon's shadows. 

Apie's eager nose was sniffing at the 
rawhide bag before Little Tree reached 
it. . .the bag that the Apache leader 
had dropped. The boy thrust in a hand, 
and pulled out— ROAST MUTTON! 
The supper that the raiders would 
never eat! 

But that was not ali. . .Glancing 
over the cliff as he and Apie stuffed 
themselves with savory meat, Little 
Tree saw Blue Boy waiting with the cor- 
ralled sheep. Turning back, he noticed 
something more: one of his hurled 
building blocks had cracked a circular 
stone lid in the smooth rock of the 
ledge. An old grain-pit, hidden by the 
dry dust of years. 

Little Tree pushed the broken lid 
aside. He reached down an exploring 
hand Corn! Old com, but edible — the 
pit was nearly full of it! Enough for sev- 
eral families to winter on! 

Tears of joy welled into Little Tree's 
eyes. 

"Now," he confided to Apie's under- 
standing ear, "we can go back to my 
father's hogan WITHOUT SHAME!" 
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THIS IS SETTER— BUT WE'RE 

A L0N8 WAY FROM HOME, j 
YOUNG HAWKf AMD THE nflE 
RIVER FLOWS MOSTLY /gBJ 

*■ SOUTH' ^fjti 


' HOMESICK ALREADY, 1 

LITTLE BUCK?^^I 


bBk^x A*3 







NOfl'MNOTHOMESICK \ FR0M THE MANOAN COUNTRY, 
YET* BUT I'D LIKE TO J THROUGH THE SIOUX AND 




In an agonized whisper, LITTLE buck warms his 

IHHEPHESglHLE PUP 



TOO DANGEROUS! SOME ) 

HUNTER WOULD BE SURE * 

TO SMELL OUR FIRE- 

4ND HE Ml GUT BE AM ENEMY 

HUNT AND F '" 

WE GOf 




NEADIN TO SHORE 
I YOUNC HAWK? Gl 
V^flNEflD OF US' 
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CK--- LIGHT YOUR j 
'FOUR OF THEM--- AND •* LAST TORCH FROM 

Y'RE TAKIN8 OUR J{ MINE, LITTLE 8UCK< 
> OAMOE ! HOW CAN WE 
.STOP THEM? 
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/"now. lay your torch 

k DOWN. AND LOOSE A • 

{ BLUNT ARftOW 

f AT THAT BIG FELLOW'S 
\HEAD? - ^—' 
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wH up , rj/ae/r/% vowk'-*« 

V. _ 



: THEY'RE OUT OF 

SIGHT--- SWIMMING 
LENDER WATER' - 


\/ THEY'VE LEFT THEIR ^.§fL 
J CANOES PULLED UP WW, 

4 ON THE BANK /MRS 

J\SOTH OF THEM! ^^^7% 
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Id VA1N.THE BIG SHE TRIES TO HOOK THE FISH OUT 
OF THE WOBBUN6 BIRCHBABK... 
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• The Lone Ranker, Silver, ami liis friends 
have really got some exciting adventures W 
store for you in the coming issues of this 
action -packed magazine. You will be thrilled 
as your hero of the West risks danger and death 
to outwit desperadoes and bank robbers to 
bring them to swift justice. Every issue brings 
you new pictures, new adventures, and new 
stories appearing for the first time. You can t 
afford to miss a single issue of I'ME 1.0NI-. 
RANGER. I'or only $1.00 you will receive 12 
Big issues— over 600 pages. Send your sub- 
scription in today! 
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